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delivering orations, and conducting the most impassioned
interviews, by the way, A little farther on, and it is as like
as not he will begin to sing.  And well for him, supposing
him to be no great master in that art, if he stumble across
no stolid peasant at a corner; for on such an occasion,
I scarcely know which is the more troubled, or whether
it is worse to suffer the confusion of your troubadour or the
unfeigned alarm of your clown.   A sedentary population,
accustomed, besides, to the strange mechanical bearing of
the common tramp, can in no wise explain to itself the
gaiety of these passers-by.   1 knew one man who was
arrested as a runaway lunatic, because, although a full-
grown person with a red beard, he skipped as he went like
a child. And you would be astonished if I were to tell you
all the grave and learned heads who have confessed to me,
that, when on walking tours, they sang—and sang very
ill—and had a pair of red ears when, as described above,
the inauspicious peasant plumped into their arms from
round a corner.   And here, lest you should think I am
exaggerating, is Hazlitt's own confession, from his essay
On Going a Journey^ which is so good that there should be
a tax levied on all who have not read it:
'Give me the clear blue sky over my head,' says he, 'and
the green turf beneath my feet, a winding road before me,
and a three hours' march to dinner—and then to thinking!
It is hard if I cannot start some game on these lone heaths*
I laugh, I run, I leap, I sing for joy/
Bravo! After that adventure of my friend with the
policeman, you would not have cared, would you, to pub-
lish that in the first person ? But we have no bravery nowa-
days, and, even in books, must all pretend to be as dull and

